THE BIRDS, 225-23]

EU.                                         Why ?

PEL                                                   The Hoopoe heie

lib going lo fa\oui us with anothei song
(The lind-call by lite lltiojmf aiifl Nifflitine/al? (mi/unifli/,  the

Nn/hfniyalf\ tnny benuf imitated, o* bpfoif, by (lie flute )
HOO Whoop-ho I    Whoop-ho '

Whoop-hoop-hoop-hoop-hoop-ho '
Hoi' Hoi' Hoi I   Come, come, come, come, come '

(The lanrl-bntls)

Come hithei any bud with plumage like my own ,
Come hithei ye Lhat batten on the .ici us newly sown,

On the acres by the faimer neatly sown ,
And the myiiad tubes that feed on the barley and

the seed,

The tribes that lightly fly, giving out a gentle ciy ;
And ye who lound the clod, in the fuirow-iiven sod,
With voices sweet and low, twittei flittei to and fro,

Singing Uo, tio, Uo, ttotmx ,

And ye who in the gaidens a pleasant harvest glean,
Lurking in the blanches of the ivy evei green ,
And ye who top the mountains with gay and any flight,
And ye who in the olive and the arbutus delight,
Come hither one and all, come flying to oui call,
Tnoto, tnoto, totobnnx

(The marsh-birds)

Ye that snap up the gnats, shrilly voiced,"
Mid the deep water-glens of the fens,
Or on Maiathon's expanse haunt the lea, fair to see,

Or career o'er the swamps, dewy-moist,
And the bu d with the gay mottled plumes, come away,
Francolfn ' Fiancolin ' come away '

(The sea-birdi)

Ye with the halcyons flitting delightedly
Over the surge of the infinite Sea,&

151